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made scarcely a sound; we could have been
attempting a swift, secret and, so far, an un-
challenged escape. The shores unfolded In a
panorama without form. Once we spun past an
anchored ship, or what had been a ship before the
world congealed to this filmed crystal, but now it
was a frail ghost shrouded in the still folds of
diaphanous night, its riding lights following us
like eyes. In the horny light of that winter dawn
we overhauled, one after another, the lamps of the
Thames estuary, the Chapman, the Nore, and the
Mouse, and dropped them astern. We made a
course east by north to where the red glints of the
Maplin and Gunfleet lights winked in their iron
gibbets. Above the shallows of the Burrows
Shoal the masts projected awry of the wreck of a
three-masted schooner, and they could have been
the fingers of the drowned making a last clutch at
nothing.

We got abreast of Orfordness, and went through
the gate of the North Channel upon a wide grey
plain. We were fairly at sea. We were out.
The Windhover, being free, I suppose, began to
dance. The sun came up. The seas were on the
march. Just behind us was London, asleep and